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which a man might possibly cling, yet existed. Nothing!
The sea was but one vast watery desert. As to the coast,
*r
it was solitary also. Neither the reporter nor Neb could
be anywhere seen. But it was possible that at this time
they were both too far away to be perceived.
"Something tells me," cried Herbert, "that a man as
energetic as Captain Harding would not let himself be
drowned like other people. He must have reached some
point of the shore; don't you think so, Pencroft ?"
The sailor shook his head sadly. He little expected
ever to see Cyrus Harding again; but wishing to leave
some hope to Herbert: " Doubtless, doubtless," said he;
" our engineer is a man who would get out of a scrape to
which any one else would yield."
In the meantime he examined the coast with great
attention. Stretched out below them was the sandy shore,
bounded on the right of the river's mouth by lines of
breakers. The rocks which were visible appeared like
amphibious monsters reposing in the surf. Beyond the
reef, the sea sparkled beneath the sun's rays. To the
south a sharp point closed the horizon, and it could not be
seen if the land was prolonged in that direction, or if it ran
south-east and south-west, which would have made this
coast a very long peninsula. At the northern extremity
of the bay the outline of the shore was continued to a
great distance in a wider curve. There the shore was low,